The Young Lady Agross the Way
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THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY

By FONTAINE roy

THE FIRST SUNDAY OF SUMMER FINDS LARGE CROWDS ENJOYING THE SURI
TORMENTED PHILADELPHIANS

NAUTICAL BOY BCOUTS ENJOY A SUNDAY BAIL FROM PENN
TREATY WHARK
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AT ATLANTIC CITY, THE REI

THE POPULAR NEW BATHING CAP HAS A
STAR FOR DECORATION
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In Scotch
An B Sentish anidler i1 tha ather

. e Fronch are "geting & bit of "

TYROMLEY WITHOUT HAYING ANY. BROKEN.

HANK EVARTS WAS THE
FIRST PERSON WHO EVER
CARRIED EGGS ON THE TOONERVILLE

hnir Alsne bock!"—Passing Ehow
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SCHOOL DAYS

Aristocracy \
Firat Boob (ntroducing himaself)—

LET “rourR MIRROR
TELL “TOU WHAT
‘1R FIRIENDS WOAT,
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s v | WHEM WE COuLd
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| THAT OTHER NIZKEL |

My name's Warren—one of the Vin
ginla Warrens,

Second PBoob — How-dedo: mins's
Nichols, ¥'know.

First Boob—Nlchols?

Second Booh—Yaas—one of the Ay
tomnt-Nichols.—Toster,

Quite Sanitary

~—The Bketch.

Waltar (1o army chaplain saying
grace)}—It's all right, Gov'nor. Thers's
no need smellin' of It.

Not the Same

"I suppose' snld the facetious
strangor watching o workman spread
a carpet from the church door to the
curb, “that's the road to heaven you
are fAixing there?"

“No,* replied the man, “this 1a
merely a bridal path." — Boston

THE POIULARITY oF Tlﬂ': U!\.ULELE "EX-
N ‘l‘q& \l- e DA _' g . :; ! “
3 A v Ay

Transcript.

Lady Tubllcity
moment, Is, in this charming pleturs,
the umptieth time to roecite and momorlze the lines |
geant for Pampered FPelingess the following day,
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Gosh, 1 looky at P
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DO YOU KNOW HER?

~The Tatler
“charity mats, at the
just breaking up the converaation for
W An repedting In the Pa-

Lover, who figures in so many
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He Knew

"Any raga? Any old iron?" chinnted
the dealer, as lis knocked at the sub
urban villa. The man of ths house
himself openv., the door,

“No; go away,"” he spapped, i
tably. *“I'here's nothing for you, My
wife {8 away."”

The itinerant merchant hesitated &
moiment, and then inquired, “Any old
bottles?"'—Tit-Mits,
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